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For the joy that was is hidden under grass

Shadows of hawks flicker over.
Buried in cellars is laughter that once was

Which the pick and shovel endeavour

Vainly to uncover;
Like a child buried when the raiders pass.

With axe and shovel men hunt among the bricks,
With lamps and water, for their soul

Of lilac in the city square; they hack with picks
Amongst the ruins for their love's goal,
As though a smile frozen at the North Pole

Might take pity on their tricks.
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The glasses are raised, the voices drift into laughter,
The clock hands have stopped, the beer in the hands of

the soldiers

Is blond, the faces are calm and the fingers can feel
The wet touch of glasses, the glasses print rings on the

table,
The smoke rings curl and go up and dissolve near the

ceiling,
This moment exists and is real.

What is reality ? Do not ask that. At this moment
Look at the butterfly eyes of the girls, watch the bar-
maid's

Precision in pouring a Scotch, and remember this day>
This day at this moment you were no longer an island,